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ls New Way of Writing 
was, no doubt, 4 
like the Great ORG AN of 
Vrexbam No 
Copy can exceed the Original: Like 
Mr. Rowe, ] own 1 had my mighty 
Bard in View ;---Tho? for Similes, Al- 
| Iuſrons, Smootbneſ s of Stile, and Novelty 


of Thought, will venture to ſay, with 
that Great Poet; 


Hoc nil ef e nobimus. Pæy. 


Tuts was firſt Aed with univerſal 
Satisfaction in a Perſon of Quality's 


Houſe, by People of the firſt Rank, 
for their own Diverſion; who; I mal 


needs fay, did all the Charackers Ju- 


ſtice, eſpecially the Fool, who out- 
ated himſelf, 


And 


'D the KRA DEE = 


And I warn all Printers, except ſuch 
as 1 ſhall appoint, not to preſume to 
Print this, as they will anſwer the 
Contrary before Me and Mr. Alacer. 


N. B. 1 Hereby Own to have Received 

for > 4 Copy of this OpE RA 
One = Three Hundred Forty 
Four eteen Shillings and 
Eleven Pence Three Farthings,--All in 
__ Wood's "Half Pence. 
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iN ck this was in — Preſs, pcs 
ral People have Infi ated, 1 
by my POET, I meant 2 
by my Fool, ſuch a Great Terfon; 
my Braudy-drinking LADY, Anot 
and by the MA1D, Ore in We ut 
Marli--- 


They are alt milts ken tis 56 Fidion 
this; Fools, Poets, [dle-beaded Ladifs, 
and PEN, Chambermaids are NA- 
TIONAL — — SS Bs 
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Mr. Aſton, ſen. 
Mr. Aſton, jun. 
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Mrs. Motteux. | 
Mrs. Smith. 1 
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SCENE A Hall 


DIE 
RA 1 


* * 


J AP 


Enter Fool. Dancing. 
AIR I. T une of, Joan's Placket. 
INC E all the World's turn'd upſide 


F | | [ down, 
4 PII alter Mode and Rule; 

A PII act neither Courtier, Cit, or Clown, 
4 And yet;I will play the Fool, 

9 I will not cheat, | 

J Or ſow'r or feet, 


Nor marry, or play a Pool; 
Nor beg, or rob, 
Vote, or Stockjobb, 
Ai yet Iwill act the Fool. 


Or ſeem ſo; for every one now-a- days play's the 

Knave, and openly too, and Honeſty is a Blemiſh 

in their Character Now, I tather chuſe to play 
the Fool; every one will pity my Fall, and per- 

| haps aſſiſt me too, while they who act under tlie 

Title of Knave, are ſure to incur the Odium of 


all Degrees, and perpetually ſtand the Mark of 
their Envy. 1 23 
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2 The FOOL; OPERA. 
7 | | Enter Poker. 
Poet. You Fvol EE i e 
Fool. Poet ! Says Eccho! 


Poet. I ſhall find a Way to ſuppreſs your licen- 
tious 'Tongue, Sirrah. 


Fool. Find a Way to ſuppreſs your Nonſenſe, 
Cudden Fool! 


Poet. Sirrah, you're not 16 great a Fool as you 


would make yourſelf. 


Fool. Nor your ſo great a Wit, for all you wrote 


the Original Grub-ſtreet Opera, Cudden. 


Poet. I have publiſh'd the Sequel at Six Shil- 


lings a-piece. 


Fool. Then you ought to have fix Strokes with 
a Dog-whip, a ſmarter Sequel than your own, 
Cudden. | kg 

Poet. J ſhall let my Lady know this, Sitrah, 


Fool. It is the firſt Knowledge ſhe ever had of 
your's, Cudden, 75 


Poet. Nay, and my Lord ſhall know too. 
Fool. Laud! Laud! You! part with ſo much 
Knowledge, you'l leave none for yourſelf, Cudden. 


Enter Maip, 


Maid. Sir my Lady deſires you'd come and read 
Mol Flanders, in the Cloſſet to her. 
Poet. See there Fool, what Honour I have! 


Maid. As for you, Sirrah, you muſt into the 
Kitchen, and turn the Spit. 


/ 


Fool. See there, Cudden Fool, what Honour I q 
1 i 0 
Maid. You, Jack-an-apes, how dare you Af- 
front the Poet, ſo? Don't you know his Subſiſt- 
ance is by Deſcription? e 


4 
7 
F 


Fool. Yes, Madam Ladyſhip——And my Opera | 
1 ry 1 


The FOOL OPERA. 3 
is to have a third Night, two Days together —— 
And my Lady'l come, and my Lord will come, 

and the Court will come, and the Kingdom will 
come, and all the pretty little Girls will come, and 
they'll all be as coming as Heart can wiſh, and 
the Poet, ſhall be condemn'd to ſtay at Home, to 
read his own Works, and go a Nutting, Cudden. 


AIR II. Shepherds to Play. 


Poet. T he greateſt Pleaſure ſure on Barth, 
*mong ſt Chriſtians, Quakers, Jew, or 
[Turk, 
Is when my fertile Brain gives Birth, 
to Review my Stupendious Work. 
Pm touch'd to the Quick, 
 Hith Rhetorick, | 
Compariſons and Similies, 
Like the fair Flower, 
In Covent-Garden Bower, 
That neither ſhrinks, rots, ſtinks or dies. 


That is a fine way of Expreſſion! —I defy any 
Poet, Antient or Modern, to boaſt of ſuch Lines 
I confeſs I had a Swift Wit to help m Well, 
Plilto my Lady, elſe ſhe'H ſwig her Stomach full 
of Tea, without Bread and Butter, then will ſhe 
get the Cholick — and then muſt I drink Brandy 
or Company Sake. | 3 
Fool. Ay, do Cudden, and then we'll ſuck, ſuck, 
ſuck till all the Milk turns to Mutton-Cuſtards. 
Poet. Stand by Fool. 3 
Fool. Huzza, a Poet! a Poet! a Poet, Huzza! 


[ Exit, 
Maid Sola. 


Well! YI! tell my Lady that the Poet has made: 
new Song, and ſhe'll get a Deſcription for it; any 


4 The FOOD. Orrs A: 
In ſing a new Song of my own making and T 
varrant In get a Deſcription for that too. 


AIR mn. Maiden Fair. 


When I was a Chambermaid, 
M Fees were tatter d Chaths, Sir, 
26 beſt rigg d many a ſaucy Jade. 
* To pick up Rake and Beau, Sir, 
F danc'd to a is, 
hat ſwell d me big, 
Which caus'd my out-door kicking, 
Put ſtill my Song, 
Was all Day long, 
Ji Ct eft, Rig, Rake, Beau, Picking. 


That is exactly after the modern Stile. (Bait 
Enter Fool Squaling. 


Wha! Wha! by the marry Mackings, we e ſhall 
have a rare Fire to ck our Bak'd Puddings by — 


My Lady, who loves Mufick, has bid the Cook 


burn all the Cremona Fiddles, Baſſes, Flutes, Haut- 
boys and Harpfic ichords ; and light up "__ Fire with 
Teatton Sonatas till the Jack ſqueak. a 
and the Curate and Threſher muſt — to the 
Tune of Lumps o Pudding, on the String and 
Bladder Now, for Old England\ Flat and 
Sharpare taken before a Juſtice for murdering the 
Yeoman o' Kent with Spleen and Green Gooſe- 
berries, Caſparini is to be ſhot with a long Bow; 
and a cloſe Shake gives the Third * nag. to H— 
7s flat Bemie Wha! Wha! all mad 
——Peaſe-Pudding! Roaſtmeats, Ships and Fleets 
— Soiſſons, and Poiſons —Sobs and Babs—Give me 


a little Porridge, Good Mr. Keeper, Exit. 
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Ber Bay- | By 


Well; I know as well as che otflcr-flde Ladies 
of the Town, How to male tiie moſt of a' Thing! 
A Woman (like a Cat) knows how to eat, tho! 
ſhe has never been in the Cupboard If I allow 
my Poet ſome Liberty, I have viſible Marks in 
nine Months'to tho oP it 4 Woman of Quality 
ſhould keep a Cook and a Poet too, one to dreſs 


the Meat, and t other to digelk it. 
AIR IV. Hark how the Thundering Cannons 


What tho niy Mumm gave Advice, 
T he Love of Non ſenſe mu kot me Gay, 
My Heart with Senſe as frozen as Ice, 
My Poet's Fire molts all away. 

T hen like a Laſs on Greenlarid's Coaſt, 
Or Boys that for their Sparrows cry, 
Or Rat in a J ap, Cheeſe that's toaſt, 

I'm in Fit, till ſplit; 
Por my Poet I dis. 


8 £ My hare; Oh! L vs bring my Poet home, 
| * For which my Hee s three Times frikes the 
[Grouhd! 

[rites thre Times, 


Emer Poet. | L 


Poet. Madam, well met, my Heart is ever with 
you, but an unexpected Dun makes me play at 
Hide and Seek So without N 
muſt be gone. 

Lady. But we are juſt going to Dinner. 


Poet. I am always of that P b. 
| . But, what? * i 


Poet. 


- The FOO L, Opz RA 
Poet. Do you ſuſpect my Stomach, Madam ? 

* My whole Family are ſorrowful Witneſſes 
of it. 3 „ 
Poet. Did I ever flinch before a Surloin, Bag- 
Pudding, or Shoulder of Mutton > But *tis now 
high Time if I have any Shame to hide myſelf ? — 
Wolfe 1 77 [ Enter a Bailiff who arreſts him. 


„ ATR... Foot:GQuands March 


At whoſe Suit, 
Do filthy Brute? 
Hark! I hear the Sound of Bailies, 
'T hat curſed Rogue, 
With bis Setting Dog, 
The Broker aud his T allies. 


See my Bail fail, 
J Friends turn Tail, 
Like a poor Chymi ſt look like an Aſs now, 
. Heavy, Sad | 
Almoſt Mad, | Ty 
I muſt change my Lead to Braſs now. 
[Points to his Face and Skull. 
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My Diſappointments at Court are large; I thought 
to have fix d an everlaſting Fame. But they who 
lately extoll'd me, now laugh at me. 

Enter a Man who refuſes to Bail him. 


AIR VI. We'll be Merry in our old Cloaths. 
1. 


The Muds of the T on are common, 

And they will be Bail for no Man. 

4 write aud indite for a Woman, 2 
T bat feeds with a Guinea, or ſo, Man, | 3 


\ 


The FOO L OPERA. 7 
But, Ob! *tis a Sorrowful Ditty, 
That none my Sequel will pity, 
Subſcribe both Ugly and Pretty, 
My Writing is wondrous Witty. 


1 


Give my new fangl d Wit it's Scope, pray, 
Or elſe I have loft my Hope, pray, ] 
Fm a finer Poet, than Pope, pray 

Or elſe, I would for a Rope, pray. 

Pm tronbled, I'm bubbPd, I'm robb'd, Sir, 
My Chagrin is doubled, I'm bobb'd, Sir, 
Bamboo d and Bit, Stock-jobÞd, Sir. 
I. ſhall die in the Pound of Lob, Sir, 


No one is fit to ſing theſe Sort of Songs, but ſuch 
as can expreſs Three Chickens chic d in Chicheſter 


Church, &c. 


Enter Maid. 
Maid. Oh Love] thou haſt made me tear my 


| beſt old Gown to Pieces m Weather-beaten 


ſtaying within Doors. 
AIR VII. As down in a Meadow, Oc. 


I'm toſs*d like a Dog in Blankets between, 

Now high and now low, till my Stomach turns 
[ Green. 

My Heart is juſt broke, Hope's Anchor is loſt, 

Like a Gypſie, in Hand, my Fortune is croft. 

Like a Ship without Ballaſt, my Spirit or Sprite 

Cannot be appeas*'d with Foy or Delight. 

1 Poiſon my Lady, and ſay it was Gin, 

So as her Life goes out, my Love will come in. 


Lady. 
4 n 


' 


8 The Rog Le OrERA. | 
| Lady. Wh by, how Nas Lucy, dare you avouch 
r 


your Paſfion for my Poet to my, Face? 


. Maid. Our Cafes, dear "Madam are Juſt, the 
ame, we are both 199 fond. | 15 


AIR VIII. [Bath Medley. 


Lady. A Guſe. an Leve's Itch, 

Maid. © - Tthink I Bewiteb d, 

Lady. So am J, for I die, 

For the ly Poetry, 
Maid. hn, does tickle, 5 belle; 
Lady. 4 Dram quickly. 
_ Maid. Wi wo 1 5 have a Glaſs 4 Ratafia ? 
Lady. Come Sweet, Laſs, 
. Prit bee gi me a Glaſs, 
4 40, 75 love Lor morrom, 
Aud baniſb ail Sorrow, 
Maid. I Dram cleats Deſpair, ILaqy drinks 


Lady. Then drink and drive Care Hille ch Wald b 
Maid. Pray, Madam, a. little at Top for me. 4 


PR L can't, bear to he lo in Spirit. 
AIR IX. York Minuet, or Sawney and Jocky. 


Lady. T bis way, Oh Poet ! turn your Pen, 
Maid. Beflow one Line on me again. 

Lady. Shun me not, hear my Sobs and Sighs, 
Maid. Behold the Chambermaid ſhe dies, 
Lady. Thy Lady Squeals. 
Maid. I can't eat my Meals. 

Lady. " Brandy for ſakes. 

Maid. Oh ny Belly akes, 

Both. Ne i be takes. 


The FOOL 's OPERA. 9 
AIR X. The Kirk would let me, Ge. 


Poet. The Devil take em both, 
For I do not know what to do, 
To diſappoint I am bath ; 
At once I can't manage Two. 


= Te Servants the bandſomer much, 
Of the Miſtreſs I am afraid. 
Leaſt my Penſion ſbould bang on the Buſh, 
Or i ſac I would kiſs the Maid. 
OS ol, lol, Cc. 


Enter FO Ot. 


Fool. Oh, Cudden, Cudden ! 8 the Baillies, 

and the Jailyes, with the Tipſtaffs and Whipſtaffs, 

all a-going a-Maying for Fees and blue Black- 
ies. | | 

AIR XL. Roger o' Coverly. 


The Bailies are come, 
To get in the Room, 

: - then you muſt fly ; 
Tour Debt muſt be paid, 
Or in Fail you are laid : 

Who's the Fool, Du or I? 

Let them take his old Clot bes 
For the Money he owes, 

And ſhake off the Poet ; 
"Twill end your Diſputes, 
And tear Love by the Roots, 

And let the World know it. 


| (Exit. 
Poet. Let the Bayliffs know I am ready. 
8 8 AIR 


10 The FOOL's Or EAA. 
AIR XII. On the Banks of a River. 


O Creditors crue! I ſuffer Diſgrace, 1 
To have Nonſenſe and Debt both Hang in my Face, | 


I borrow'd to pay itt the future Tenſe, | | 
And 5 pleaſe London * I have written Non- © 
But I'll alter my Tune (ſenſe; 
Night, Morning ant Nim, (ſenſe J 


Aud that will be pretty, like Tony Afton. 3 
With bis Medley, Hodge-podge, De pleaſes each Ear, 
And has taught me to range to freſh Ditties you'll bear. 1 


ATR XIII. Di mi Caro. 


” me 


— . 
* 


Give me ſome Money, pray, L Twice to Lady, u 
Elſe I miift btufs a-. die hin Money, 
AIR XIV. Top-Maſt touch the Skies. 
My Pocket now the Fronger prows, $ 
The faſter that the Money flows. Lewie 
AIR XV. Trefufiss Clown. T 
Lovely Lucy, 
Let me induce ye | 
To lend me a Guinea now : 
Newer doubt; 
Tl write it out; 
Do, or De el's in Te now. 


AIR XVI. New Reformation. I 


'Y 
What no Love Token ! To Lacy, who A 
Are Vows and Stock broken ? = 


| 


* 
1 
he's 
= 
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The FOOL 's OPERA. 11 
The leaſt Thing would look Great, 


An tere but a cract d Groat. 
Hark, the Bayliffs all ftay : 
Bail they cry, Bail they cry, Bail, or away. 


Enter Fool dancing. 


Fool, A Reprieve ! PF Reprieye a Reprievel | 
A Letter of Licence : Good Night, Mr. S riff. [ wice. 


| AIR XVII From Whitehall, &c. 


3 
poet. Tus 1 fand expefing Applauſe here; 
3 Black, brown, aud fair draw near ; 


I What, tho I have broke Wit's Laws now, 
1 | I expect a thouſand a Tear. 
- Let my awkward Beanty ſhine, 
And Subſcription Guineas be mine; 
Tou may call me your Tool, 
Or ſcribbling Fool; 
Let this Maxim your Mirth incline. 
Take off your Bottle, and newer be went; 
What pleaſes this Age will by burut in the next.. 


Take off your Battle aud never be vext ; | 
What pleaſes this Age will be burnt in the next. 5 
| [Exeunt. 


a * 
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e : 
DISSERTATION {| 
ON THE 3 
BEGGAR's OPERA. | 


OW Sally Sale bury s dead as Drum, 
Up Rarted fav rite ite Polly Peachum. I 
She was'nt half ſo rare; 1 
She Was *ut half ſo fair: | * 

None e re cou d compare Y 


With Charming Sall. 


2. 


Sally ſhe lodg'd at the 8 Inn, 4 
Where Polly Peachum had often been. = 
Farewel Poll ſhe cry d, 6 
Sigh'd, drank a Henke and dy d; 4 

Fairer Nymph I never ſpy d, 
ban charming Sall. 


x 
E 


3. o 


„ 


Polly ſhe grew nde fair; 
She put in ＋ be a Player 
n that ſame famous Play, 
Which ran Night and Day, 
Call d the Beggar's Opera. 
| O brave Gay! 


4 


Shakeſpear divine was cut to the Soul; 
Addiſon and Dryden ran their Heads in a hole; 
Z ds, quo Wycherly ; 
Steel ſwore bitterly, 
He'd kill bim, which-is He ? 
So ſaid Lee. 


S5. 


Up ftarted Gay then, Tl tell what, quo He, 
My new turn d Stile diwerts the Ruatity 3 3 
7 ſhall be a Fav'rite ftill, 
Tho' to wit a bitter Pill; 
That's Novimus eſſe Nil, 


* my Skill. 


Then all the ws the City SPEND 


Ran to ſee this Hod 5 
This ſame — 2 29885 
Which ran Night and Day, 
Call d the Beggar's Opera. 

0 brave . ! 


14 4 BALLA D on the Beggar's Opera, 


| T 
Well, good Folks, oe ſince for Wit you? re not, 
That love Nonſenſe a Þ 
Pray Inga n ZW ON ” Ser 
(er my Wit runs very bw, 


Fr a EE or Puppet-ſhow ; 
Cums let's go. 


8. 


Then all the Mob the City and Court, 
Came to (ee this 33 : and 
This ſame famous Strain, 
Which brou by Rich his 
aur 


Gain, 
Shine or Rain. 


A SKETCH 


Mr. Anthony A fon, 


Commonly call'd To NY ASTON. 


Written by Himfelf Nov All Ave. 


Ntending hercaterito write my r- 
——_y roy at large, I now oblige my 

Printer with this curſory Touch, 2 in 
order to make him come down hand- 
AR fomely for what will be anon. I 
have often been in the mind to com- 
mit ſome criminal Fact, on purpoſe to oblige him 
with my Dying Speech ; but as I confider'd he 
would get more by my LIFE, I was reſolved 
to continue Honeſt and Arey": So, ad rem at once, 


16 TheLIFE of Tony AsTon, 


merry Hearts, 4 A5 
IT You are to know me, as a Gentleman, Lawyer, 
Poet, Actor, Soldier, Sailor, Exciſeman, Publican; 
in England, Scotland, Ireland, New-Tork, Eaft and 
Weſt Ferſey, Maryland, (Virginia on ſides 
Cheeſapeek,) North and South Carolina, South Flo- 
, » rida, Babama's, Famaica, Hiſpaniola, and often a a 
| Coaſter by all the fame; like the Signs of the 
_ Ablative Caſe, in, through, with, for, from, and 
by; for I been in em, travell'd through em, paid 
for em, come off genteely from em, and livd by 
em. Well; bold ;—for I'll clear as I g0-— 
My Father was Richard Afton, Eſq; Principal of 
Purnivals-Im, and Secondary of the XKing*s-Bench 
Office; of Staffordſbire Extraction, lv'd in 
Brooke's Market ; and, tho a Lawyer, liv'd and 
dy'd an honeſt Man ; whoſe Place has not been 
better officiated ſince. My Mother was Daughter 
of Col. Cope of Drumully-Caſile in the County of 
Armagh, in the Kingdom of Ireland. As for my 
Relations every where, I don't care a Groat for 2 
which is juſt the Price they ſet upon me. I h 
my Grammatical Education at my beloved Town 
of Tamworth in Staffordſhire, tho I had a previ- 
ous Tincture of Whims by one Ramſay, who firſt 
innoculated the Itch, and alſo good Lativy_—Of 
my innocent Pranks and mercurial Diſpoſition 
there, I muſt forbear till my Volume is. extant ; 
alſo of the early Seeds of Whim which puſh'd out 
in my Infant Puerility.— I was an unworthy, idle 
- unlucky Clerk, firſt, to Mr. Randal of the Six- 
Clerks-Office; after that tranſplanted to that in- 
comparable Man Mr. Paul Foarel, and I ſtill pre- 
ſerved my Mercurials, as much as he his indefari- 
- gable ingeniqus Induſtry : Inſtead of copying Bills, 
Anſwers, Sc. Las prone to making Verſes, read- 


ing Plays; and, inſteagpf going to proper * 
| | | went 


> ak hoe „ ,v» oo th} 


The LIFE of Tony Ms Tod Wy - 


I.went to ſee 1 make comical Faces in the 
two laſt Acts: This you muſt think gave me a 
Taſte of the Gib, and which I am afraid 1 ſhall 
never leave off. Well! Farewel Lawyer for che 


A Poet I „ Hints-Baies ob; bars 
Burleſque one, as thus, M — 


ſhows: "* 


aue Ng ” when fande at bis Eaſe, © 
- 2 — a 54 5 of Bread and — ; 
His Fellow ask d bim for a little Crumb, 
T not ſo big Hee * 5 > 
be greedy why ſhould be e its 
He {or 1 Peck within this . 5 it 
Bat while bis Hand cramm d Meat into his Gullet, 
His Mouth recei vd a ſpightful leaden Bullet : 
Nom Bread and Cheeſe lies trampled onthe ground, 
And ſuch another Piece can ne er be found; {a 
SY I'm reſolv'd I never War will make, fr 
Bu & or keep Peace for Bread and chalet. | 


Gays my School-maſter, Antrobus Give Afton no- 
ching but Bread and Cheeſe theſe three Days. 
As for an Actor, it needs no Deſcription: I wiſh 
his would order me to contend in m 
Way, I would venture Shame and the odd Hits. 
2X —1 am obliged: to appear thus vain, becauſe of 
che many Repulſes, Shams, and male- Treatment” 1 
have received — thoſe in Power. 


1 Now for the Soldier; — I took Delight in oblig- 
4 110 Friend Serjeant Callow, whenever Gene- 
bs Colonel) Vigbhtman muſter'd, which was 
in my Father's Le- He; and I mention that, 
becauſe the World knew my Father's Income, a 

that it was a ſprightly Novelty of mine, and no 
mean Recourſe. The Uſe of the Manuals, Ec. 


vas 8 advantageous. to me in foreign Parts, among 


CHATES D the 


* 


which in my Volume at large. 8 | 
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the Careolians, Floridans, and Carolinians ; of 


The Sailor was indeed more caught as my De- 
light, and ſometimes compulſive, when wreck'd, 
or urg'd by the different rumaging of other Mat- 
ters I was capable of, when Martial Law was in 
Force, and the Courts of Juſtice were ſilent. 1 
can ſay by Sailing, as Hamlet does when the Wind 
is North Eaſt, I know a Hawk from a Hand-ſaw ; 
and, in plain Terms, I acknowledge I know not 
much, affect a little of every Thing (except Act- 
ing Prologue, &c. writing and Face- making, Song- 
making, and ſinging them with any Man. 

I would not have you think that I mention be- 
ing an Exciſeman as a Credit to me; no, to ſcreen 
that, J once paſs'd for a Corn- Cutter: And yet, 
could I ſee a Lady of a Thouſand a Year, of a 
triangular Form, I know how to dropa Perpendicu- 


lar upon her ; know the perfect Uſe of my ſliding 


—_—.” 
CS. 
# 


Rule; how to take my Gage in the middle of 


Inches, and not to put a falſe Diameter under a 
fix d Utenſil; but no more of that—— 

No for the Blue Nag: I was always for the 
Nick and Froth ; and altho' it is a copious Subject 
to run Bams on, I ſay no more, but that I kept 
an elegant Tavern on the Parade at Portſmouth, 
where I was generouſly uſed by the worthy Cor- 


-poration, Officers, and others, and there might 


have continued, had ſome of my Family proved 
honeft. 

Well; when I came from my Maſter F——7, 
I went into the Old Play-houſe, and ſucceeded in 
many Characters; went over into Ireland; return'd ; 
travelld with Mr. Caſh, Dogget, Booker, Mins ; 
and then embarqued a Paſſenger with Capt. Mal- 
ters in the Diligence for Jamaica, who put me in 
Irons, becauſe one Betty Green (who went by the 


Name of Fritebard, and was married to a Gentle- 


nan 
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3 of that is inexpreſſible in this Abſtract : — 
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man of Lincolns-Im, and had a 'Thouſand Pounds 
given her to quit him) would not remember or 
take Notice of me, becauſe ſhe had a great Cargo 
on board ; but the Captain' paid 'dear for it after- 
wards : We were eleven Weeks before we made 
the Diſſeada, buried no Paſſengers. I took to the 
Law, having a good Friend there, who help'd me 
to a Study of Books of Mr. Scarlet's of Kings-town. 
I got Money, kept my Horſe, liv'd gay, boarded 
at my Widows, pay'd all off; when Governor 
Selwyn invited me to bear Arms in his Regiment 
as a Cadet. I had my own frank Practice of the 
Law and Quarters, and, as is well known, kept 
Company with the beſt of the Iſland. The Go- 
vernor's Death made me quit the ſame; becauſe; 
altho* it is known to the ſurviving Officers I ſhould 
have had the firſt vacant Commiſhon, yet the ſuc- 
ceeding Governor,” Mr. H—d—e neither lov'd me, 
nor Mr. Keyting, both Cadets and Gameſters. 1 
had my Certificate from Secretary Nichols ; em- 
barqu'd on Board the Diligence of London, Capt. 
Wild; and, altho' we came to the Windward Paſ- 


; 4 ſage, was Caſt-away in the Gulph, on the South 


Sand off Port-Royal Harbour, twenty Leagues 


J | Southward of the Harbour of Charles-Town 


in South Carolina; but the Manner and Horror 


We were ſaved by a Bermudas Sloop (that heard 
our plaintive Guns) in Port-Royal Harbour, where 
Governor Moore anchor'd, in the Beginning of 
Queen Anne's Reign, with a ſmall Fleet deſign'd 


# againſt St. Auguſtine. I (after being plunder'd by 


the Bermudiaus) was carry'd to him, condoled, 

treated, and went with him to Huguſtine; where 

of the Fort, its Harbour, Platform, my Commiſ- 

ſions, the Reinforcement of the Spaniards from 

Hawvanna, of their Blocking-up the Harbour, burn- 

ing our own Veflels, Fatigue of Travelling, of the 
3 D's. | 


Indians, 
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Indians, Hunger, burning Towers, and other ſur- 


priaing Accidents, will be at large deſcribed in a 


Volume. Well; we arriv'd in Charles-Town, 
full of Lice, Shame, Poverty, Nakedneſs and Hun- 
ger: I turn'd Player and Poet, and wrote 
one Play on the Subject of the Country; — and 
I then had a Commiſſion of Lieutenant of their 
Guards given me by the Governor Sir Nathaniel 

ohnſon, which Commiſſion being too much ſuper- 
intended and inſulted by one Herne, my Captain, 


that formerly rode in the Life-Guards, I laid it 


down ; ſince he caus'd me to do that Duty he was 
to Relieve every other Night; and the Governor 
taking his Part, I embarqu'd on Board a Sloop of 
95 Tun, one Reynolds, Maſter, for Corotuc, or N. 
Carolina, — Off Cape-fear had the Wind at N. N. 
a frightful Storm; we ſcudded with bare Poles 
a- fore the Wind, when I was laſh'd to the Helm 
to ſteer for twelve Hours (a long and terrible De- 


ſcription:) Well; our Veſſel was knock'd all to 


pieces, as were all the Clothes waſh'd of me; I 


was caſt a-ſhore in the River Stono, and was re- 
liev'd by Mr. Allen, who cloath'd me, and honeſt 


Abraham Waights fed me for a Month. I went 


again to Charles-Town, and got a frank Paſſage for 
New-Tork on Board a Sloop of Veſſel Weſſels, Co- 
bus Kirſtead, Maſter ; but being in November, the 
Norweſters blew us from the New York Coaſt. - As 
ſoon as we ſnuff'd the Land, which after nine 
Days Boxing, we were glad to pain the Capes of 
Virgiria, put into Little Moni, hired a Boat croſs 
the Bay into Nanticoke River,— was courteouſly 
entertain'd by one Hickes, and Indian Juſtice of 
Peace and a Quaker; he was a Convict, and one 
of Mhitney's Gang,—married his Miſtreſs (a Wi- 
dow :) He lent me, Dick Oglethorp and Lewen, 
(both Paſſengers) Horſes to Newcaſtle in Phila» 


delphia. We lay at Storys enjoy d —— rode ; 


through 
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through Zlizab#tb-Town, and i in the Packet to 


New Tork. — There I lighted of my old ary — 
nd Coun- 


tance Jack Charlion, Fencing-Maſter, — and Coun- 
fellor "Reignierir, ſometime of -Lingolns-lm, ſup. 
ply'd me with Bufineſs——'till. I. had the honqur 
55 being acquainted with. that brave, honeſt, un- 
fortunate. Gentleman, Capt. Henry Pullein, wag 
Ship (the Fame) was burnt in the Bermudas; h 

(to the beſt of his Ability) aſſiſted me ſo that 


— 


aſter acting, writing, courting, fighting that Win- 


ter My kind Captain Davis, in his Sloop built 
at Rhode, gave me free Paſſage for Virginia, where 
the noble Governor Nicholſon treated me hand» 
ſomely till the Fleet under Commodore Evans 
in the Dreadnought, with Oxford, Falkland, -Foy, 
Sc. convoy'd above 500 Sail out of the Capes, 
The generous Captain Pulman, Maſter of the Hun- 
ter Hag- boat of London, gave me my Paſſage Home, 
and dear Captain Pullen my Punch and Extraordinaries 
— The Foy was taken by a St. Malo Fleet, fitted out 
to intercept us, - which bare down, yet ſoon tack d 
and went of. Next Day, Captain Underdown took 
the Quebecłk Ship from Bourdeaux. We arrivd in 
the Downs in Auguſt ——up to London mar- 
ry d a Bartholomew - Fair Lady ſo being diſ- 
appointed by Colonel Salisbury, with whom I had 
enter d on Promiſe of the firſt Commiſſion that 
fell, when his Detachment went to Portugal. —— 
Continued up and down in England, Scotland, Ire- 
land, acting, till I ſet up my MEDLE | 

ſometimes increaſing, ſometimes decreaſing in Cir- 
cumſtance ; Hopes, Friends, Patience— and till 


have liv'd handſomely by God's Providence 


Force of my undaunted Genius — For, look'ee 
Brethren, it is appointed for al! Men once to die, 
and (as Adraſtus fays) V bo would grieve for that 


. which in a Day muſt paſs © — and again, 


* * 
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Whoſe Knowledge from the Depth of wiſdom ſprings, 

Nor wvainly fears inevitable Things. TOA" BER 
If the Sun ſhines by Day, and the Stars by Night, 
__&c—Life's a Bite—You have it, have you? — 
The Wiſe liv'd Yeſterday —— You ſnotty Dab of 
2 Puritan !—Sling your Gob, and fob your Guts 
out — Its all a-Caſe, there's ſtill a Hole in my 
Kettle Ay, but ſays another, Why T'le get 
another ſhall contradit him and another him 
Mankind are all ©uakers ; there's no convincing 
of em Let me ſee you laugh now ! Why look 
at me: Ha! ha! ha! There are but two Sorts of 
Men, Scaramouch and Harlequin. If you're grave, 
youre a Fool; if trifling, you're a Fool : — Ergo, 
ou're a Fool; be what you will! —- Is that Logic 
or no?—T'll bring a Clown from the Plough ſhall 

talk better, — _ Rs 5 
Ti filly, that People can't like a Thing unleſs 
they know the Name on't. —- Hamlet's Munchin 
Maligo, is a better Anſwer than any other to ſo 
trifling a Queriſt. What then, ſay you, we 
are not to be banter'd by a frothy Fellow, and 
lay out our Money for ſuch Stuff, — Why, do 
not be angry, Friend : If I mock you with your 
own Face and Geſture, then you'll ſee what a 
Fool you are. That makes Comedies uſeful. — 
Come, laugh again now: Why you came crying 
into the World; go out laughing, do Fack, for 
Variety's Sake What! you're aſham'd to look 
ſuch an Aſs. — Come, frown and ſtrain hard, as 
if you were at Stool, and look like a Lion. 
There's a brave Boy ! you ſhall be Captain of the 
Train-bands— I'll wait on you to Morrow about 

Dinner- time — and, till then, 

I am your humble Servant, 
„„. As Tren. 
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